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aa 
Tho’ thus confined, my agile thoughts may fly 
Through alithe regions of variety. OTWAY. 
: 
PSO) 31.) SATURDAY, AUGUST 1, 1818. (Vou. II. 
ge ————— me. a —--+ -——- - _-—— o— —- 
Woes fae. Mrs. Susan had thoroughly aired. “A 


( Continued. ) 


WALLEN’S servants now arrived 
out of breath, bringing whatever the pa- 
tient was likely to want, and much 
more, for in such cases Mrs. Susan 
was disposed rather to do too much 
than too little. The bed was carefully 
covered, as had been agreed upon, then 
gently taken up and borne away. al- 
len offered his arm to the daughter, and 
both followed close at the heels of the 
bearers. On the way home, Wallen 
did not once look up at the stars, 
though he was delighted with their 


_brilliancy, for he attentively observed 


how it was reflected from the fair face 
of his companion. ‘The latter wept 
more bitterly than ever: it seemed, she 
said, as though she were Once more 
following the corpse of her mother.— 
At the same time she anxiously watch- 
éd every step of the bearers, and warn- 
ed them of every stone that lay in the 
way. When they at length reached 
the aged lime-trecs near the mansion, 
and proceeded beneath their brauches, 
silent as the surrounding night, the 
procession certainly resembled a fune- 
ral. Wilhelmina, to keep herself from 
sinking, was obliged to grasp Wallen’s 
arm more firmly ; but on the steps that 
led up to the house, every thing as- 
sumed a more cheerful appearance ; 
here the old gardener waited for them 
with torches ; the staircase was brii- 
liantly lighted, and at the top a door 


opened into a lofty apartment which 











soft bed which the kind creature had 
well warmed, stood ready to receive 
the patient. Into this he was gently 
lifted; he awoke still delirious, but 
scarcely did he enjoy the comforts 
of which he had long been deprived, 
when he fell into a sounder sleep than 
ever. Susan began to make prepara- 
tions to sit up with him, but Wilhelmi- 
na smiled and shook her head, as much 
as to say how can any body dispute that 
right with me? A sofa placed close 
beside her father’s bed was for many 
nights her couch, which sleep very rare- 
ly visited. Wallen had prophesied tru- 
ly. Repose, wine, and the kindness 
of his excellent host, were the only re- 
medies that the old man wanted for his 
recovery. In the third week he was 
able to leave his bed. 

In a few days Wallen heard with 
concern his grateful guests speak of 
their intention of speedily prosecuting 
their journey. Inthe few weeks which 
they had passed with him, he had been 
accustomed to their society, and to sce 
Wilhelmina every day was now a mat- 
ter of indispensable necessity. As long 
as she supposed her father to be in dan- 
ger, all her thoughts and feelings cene 
tered in him, and so long she had no 
eyes, and but few words for her atten- 
tive host. But when the old man be- 
gan daily to gain new strength, the 
beauteous flower which during the tem- 
pest had closed its leaves, again «x- 
panded, and Wilheimina. dispiayed an 
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“Wh more penetrated his heart. He resolv- 
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understanding that was worthy of her | 


heart. “ How, if she were to supply 
the place of my Louisa!” was an idea 
that would frequently steal across Wal- 
len’s mind. This idea he encouraged, 
and was fond of considering in the 
most favourable points of view. A ti- 
mid mistrust restrained the declaration 
of his p:ssion. Louisa had loved him 
as ardently as he had loved her. Who 
could tell but what mere gratitude, or 
perhaps even a view to his fortune 
might conduct the second wife into his 
arms? On this account he concealed his 
feelings, however delicious was the in- 
fluence of the genial warmth ot spring, 
which, after so long a winter, had once 


ed, indeed to accompany his guests to 
Switzerland ; but he persuaded himself 
that his only motive was to force, in a 
delicate manner, the convenience of a 
carriage upon the convalescent, to whom 
he was afraid of offerjng money. “ I 
was mver in Switzereand,” said he 
with an air of the most unaffected sim- 
plicity, to the old man; * your daugh- 
ter’s descriptions have awakened a dor- 
mant curiosity, which I some years 
since cherished, to visit that beautiful 
country. I have no business to prevent 
m:—I will therefore accompany you. 
My czrriage is large and convenient ; 
I will take you in it, and shall thus be 
relieved from much solicitude, lest a 
relapse by the way should reduce you 
to a second dilemma; for I cannot be 
easy till I conduct you safe to your 
own habitation.” 

Oswald, for that was the name of the 
Swiss, pressed his hand with emotion, 
while Wilhelmina’s grateful look and 
deep respiration announced that a load 
of anxiety was removed trom her heart. 
‘They departed. Wallen was seated 
the whole day opposite to the fair Wil- 
hc lmina, in a carriage of not the largest 
dimensions. When neither of them 
could raise their eyes, without encoun- 
tering those of the other. To a young 
man such a situation cannot but be dan- 





gerous, let him be as much of a philo- 
sopher or astronomer as he pleases. At 
the same time that Wallen’s senses 
were thus assaulted, love made a still 
more impetuous attack on his unguard. 
ed heart. He was not merely trans- 
ported by the smiles of the sweet lips 
opposite to his, but captivated by the 
wit and intelligence of the remarks 
which they uttered. Her beauteous 
blue eyes not only shamed the corn- 
flowers which they passed, but very of- 
ten expressed exquisite sensibility.— 
Kvery day Louisa’s image grew more 
and more faint in Wallen’s mind, while 
the impression produced by ‘Wilhelm: 
na was strengthened in the same pro- 
portion. : t 
(To be continued.) 
—_— ae 
For the Parlour Companion. 
BEAUTY. 

Written at the request of a young Lady. 
What is this witching pageant all desire— 
And few, if any, know when they admire ? 
Is it complexion’s pureness ?—features grace 
A beamy tintimprest on buman face ?— 
A contour, angled in Idalian mould? 
Should these on beauty’s columns be enroll’d? 
An eye where languid tenderness resides, 
Form d to ensnare the world—and all besides : 
A lip whose tempting pillows sweetly dare 
The fool to sacrifice, self-value, there : 
A bosom bursting to perfection’s zest, 
Defying almost angels to resist. 
Are these the charms deserving Beauty’s name! 
Where, O Pity, is thy tear for shame ! 
No—these may wake a transient flash of love, 
But Beauty’s spirit flourisheth above. 
Whiene’er I meet, what never yet P’'ve met, 
A mental gem, in simple brightness set, 
Whose rays unostentatiously serene, 
Can glow contented in the humblest scene : 
Nor wish to cast their influence beyond 
‘The pale of virtue’s interdictions bound ; 
But yet can warm the souls of wretches doom’ 
To see life’s star precociously entomb’d ; 
And lend a beam to gild the blasted lot 
Of those, by fortune, and the world forgot. 
‘This would I deem both beautiful and dear— 
I’d style it Beauty, and it should ensphere 
The little sum of hope blind fate may sign 
On time’s rent volumes—as ailotted mine,— 
The world—its minions—Id relinquish them, 
And common justice ought not to condemn— 
It should relume the midnight of my breast, 
And soothe stung feeling’s trembling nerve te 

rest. 
But why indulge these visions of the brain, 














Mankind once saw, hut will not see again 
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THE PARLOUR 


This vital loveliness—in Paradise it blusl’d 
One fleeting season—now its name is hush’d 
On reason’s lips—for woman hath resign’d 
Ail claim to record on the page of mind. 
M‘ Donald Clarke. 
July 8, 1818. 


———— 
THE LIE OF VANITY 
( Continued.) 

How many persons may a man of 
diffusive conversation count among his 
acquaintances, whose lives have been 
signalized by numberless escapes ; who 
never cross a river but in a storm, or 
take a journey in the country without 
more adventures than befel the knights 
errant of ancient times in pathless fo- 
rests’or enchanted castles! How many 
must be known, to whom portent and 
prodigies are of daily occurrence, and for 
whom nature is hourly working won- 
ders invisible to every other eye, only 
to supply them with subjects of conver- 
sation! Others there are that amuse 





themselves with the dissemination of|! 


falsehood, at greater hazard of detec- 
tion and disgrace ; men marked out by 
some lucky planet for universal confi- 
dence and friendship, who have been 
consulted in every difficulty, entrusted 
with every secret, and summoned to 
every transaction; itis the supreme fe- 
licity of these, to stun all companies 
with noisy information; to still doubt 
and over-bear opposition with certain 
knowledge and authentic intelligence. 
It is apparent, that the inventors of 
all these fictions intend some exaltation 
of themselves, and are led off by the 
pursuit of honour from their attendance 
on truth; their narratives always imply 


some consequence in favour of their 


courage, their sagacity, or their activi- 
ty, their familiarity with the learned, 
or their reception among the great; 
they are always bribed by the present 
pleasure of secing themselves superior 
to those that surround them, and re- 
ceiving the homage of silent attention 
and envious admiration. 

This kind of faischood is generally 
successful for a time, because it is 
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tion ; but the prosperity of the liar is 


of short duration; the reception of one 
story is always an incitement to the for- 
gery of another less probable ; and he 
goes on to triumph over tacit credulity, 
till pride or reason rises up against 
him, and his companions will no lon- 
ger endure to see him wiser than them- 
selves. 
. 
To MISS 
Tis cnough—I have seen how much whim can 
inhabit 
The bosom to others apparently fair ; 
How much meanness of feeling and torpor of 
spirit, 
Besides—unasham’d of its nethingness there. 
*Tis a pity that one so bewitching in figure ; 
So ford to entice the unlesson’d and weak, 
Is disgrac’d by amind so deficient in vigour— 
Unchasten’d by all that is lovely and meek. 
That pleasure should ever accrue from con- 
nexion, 
With fools who are brainless, and fops who 
are—worse, 
That it never is marr’d by the nat’ral reflection, 
Of what might be felt from companions reverse. 
But it nauseates remembrance to muse on the 
action, 
That flung thee so low in my growing esteem, 
It there is recorded and past all retraction— 
A pharos to folly’s too treacherous dream. 
There are things on this earth that solicit com 
passion— 
Reproachful—in every day’s incidents met. 
But the foulest—most frightful, one sanetion’d 
by fashion, 
T's that libel on 





iature———a soulless coquette. 
MMS Donald Clarke. 
July 21, 1310. 
‘dtl 
LOVE AND INTEREST. 

“ There is not,” says La Bruy€re, “in any young 
woman’s heart, a passion so violent as that ine 
terest or ‘ambition does not add a portion.” 

However shocking it may appear, to 
assert cold interest to be an invariable 
ingredient in every passion that swells 
the female breast; and that even love 
itself is guided by it, yet I am convin- 
ced that the latter will very generally 
be found to be the case ; and so per- 
fectly natural is it that this should be 
so, that 1 am not aware the union de- 
serves any degree of censure. Wheo 
a young woman accepts any one asa 
husband, it is because she thinks she 
will be happy with him; and a female 








practised at first with timidity and cau-! 


who feels that she should not love any 
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ene but him whom she may marry, 
fixes more w illingly her choice on him | 
who possesses the most numerous re- 


|the living person; and the counterfeit resem. 
| blance, the posthumous figure of him, that either 
| Strikes our senses or our imagination. Supposing 
no ghost then has ever appeared, is it a conse. 


sources for rendering her happy in | quence that no man could ever imagine that they 


marriage ; and as her happiness in mar- 
riage does not depend entirely on the | 
person whom dee marries, but also on || 
she situation in which he places her, it} 
is natural that she should think it of 
some jJmportance that this situation | 
should be agreeable, and that, in the 


! 


man she prefers, she should have not \ 


only a good husband, but a good mar- 
It is very easy also to under- 
that a female must be the more 
flattered with the love of him who ad- 
dresses her, when she is well aware 
that he has other means of occupying 
his mind wiihout her ; and that she 
were put greater faith in the sincerity 
and w ardith of his attachment the more 
easily his choice might fall upon ano- 
ther. After considering well the sub- 
ject, the reader will, I think, agree 
with me, that in all this there is nothing, 
very reprehensible. 
— a 
ON THE EXISTENCE OF APPARITIONS 
tt is remarkable how much the belief of 
ehosis and apparitions of persons d leparted, has | 
jost rro und Ww thin these sixty years. this may | 
nerbaps be explained by the general erowth of 
kaowledge ; and by the consequent decay of su- 
yevstition, even in those countre + where it is 
most essentially interwoven Win religion. The | 
sumne credulity, Which disposed the mind to be- 
ueve the miracles of a popish stint, sct aside at} 
once the inte rposition of reason, and produced a 
fondness for the marvellous, which it was the ad- | 
vantage of interested persons to promote. It may 
be natural enough to suppose that a belief of this | 
kind might spread in the days of superstitious 
imatuauon A belief, as much supported by ig- 
norance, as the ghosts themselves are indebted 
to the night. But whence comes it, that narra- 
tives of this kind have at any ume been given. 
by persons of ver acity, of Judgment, and of learn- 
ing? Men neithe: : tobe to be deceived them- 
selves, nor to be suspected of an inclination to 
deceive others, though it were their interest ; nor 
who coukl be suppoved to have any interest in it, 
even though it were their inclination’ Here a fur- 
ther explant ition seems wanting than can be 
drawn from superstition. I go upon the supposi- 
tion that the relations were false. For as to the 
argument sometimes use ‘din this case, that had 
there been no true shilling there would have been 
counierieit, it seems wholly a piece of sophis- 
he true shilling bere should rather mean 


riage e 


stand, 





} 
| 





tie) 
Hi 


{saw the figure of a deceased person. Surely those 
| who assert this, litthe know the force, the ca- 


| price, or the defects of the imagination. Persons, 
ufter a yen: of liquor, or under the influence 
of terror, or in the delirium of a fever, or in a fit 
jof lunacy, or even walking in their sleep, have 
j}had their brain as deeply impressed with chime- 
rical representations as they could possibly have 
|been, had their representations struck their sen- 
ses. How difficult then must it be to undeceive 
& person as to objects thus imprinted ? Imprinted 
r absolutely with the same force as their eyes 
‘themselves could have pourtrayed them! and 
jhow many persons must there needs be who 
could never be undeceived at all! Some of these 
;causes may not improbably have first given rise to 
the notion of. apparitions, and when the notion 
had been once promulgated, it had a natural ten- 
dency to produce more instances. The g!oom of 
night, which is productive of terror, would natu- 
rally be productive of apparitions. The event 
has confirmed it. Vhe passion of grief for a de- 
parted friend, of horror at the recollection of a 


| murdered enemy, of remorse for a wronged tes- 


tator, of love for a mistress kiled by inconstancy, 
of gratitude to a wife of long fidelity, of desire to 
be :econciled to one who died at variance, of ime 
patvence to vindicate what was fulsely construed, 
of propensity to consult with an adviser that is 
lost—The more faint as well as the more power- 
ful passions, when bearing relavion to a person 
rh ased, have often, 1 fancy, with concurrent 
circumstances, been suffici ient to exhibit the dead 
to the living. But what is more, there seems no 
other account that is adequate to the case as I 
have stated it. Allow this, and you have at once 
a reason, why the most upright may have pub- 
lished a falsehood, and the most judicious con- 
irmed an absurdity Supposing then that appa- 
ritions of this kind may have some real use in 
God’s moral government: is not any moral pur- 
pose, fur which they may be employed, as ettec- 
tually answered on my supposition, as the other? 
For surely it cannot be of any importance, by 
what means the brain receives these images. 
The effect, the conviction, and the resolution 
consequent, may be just the same in either of the 
cases. Such appears, to me at least, to be the 
uue existence of apparitions. 
(To be continued.) 
—=»>—— 
FORTUNE, 
Inconstant fortune, light as air, 
Involves us now in black despair, 
Now soothes with flatt’ring smiles : 
In disappointments takes delight, 
And mocking us in cruel spite, 
All human kind beguiles. 
cP THE PUBLICATION OFFICE of this 
Work is at No. 193, Lombard street. he terms 
of Subscription are thirty-seven and an half cents 
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